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Cover image: Danna Margo (2019) First tally rough sketch 


© My writing sounds like a diary entry. A conversation between all my personalities. My writing 
sounds like my own personal manual to existing in this life - a manual for the parts where I’m 
faced to really think or fully feel something. My writing sounds like a letter to my self - either 
past, present or future. Sometimes these are love letters or letter documenting or sharing my 
progress or my growth. For example a snippet of an entry from the 3rd of October 2021 : “ now 
that I’ve calmed down and taken a couple of deep breaths, | can write again. Do | still feel bad ? 
Yes , but only for not communicating my feelings much earlier. Do | still hate myself ? No.”. 


Writing comes easiest to me in... 
English, handwritten, and usually 
when | am needing to process 

an event or experience through 
releasing my thoughts onto a page. 
Often a page | burn. 


I tend to write when 
having to create artist 
statements in order to bring 
understanding to my work 

as a whole, writing comes 
easiest to me when I do not 
overthink what I am writing 
about. Questions I have 
always wanted to ask is how 
one can get straight to the 
point without writing too 
much to the point of someone 
losing interest. 


When | write as part of my visual studio practice, it is an essential part of my creative practice 
because | believe visual work has its limits and so does the written text, however together the 


two complement each other. Also, | just love words, | love reading and writing. 


4. When | write as part of my visu: 
c) an essential part of my 


Writing is an essential part of my crea 
is private and most often inaccessible 
and potential meanings. This helps n 


| like to write, and it sounds like this ... (insert bites and pieces that come your mind) 
-It sounds like my thoughts coming to life 

-l am able to scream without screaming 

-Write my own narratives 


-Express my emotions through text 


I like to write, and it sounds like 
a soft calm breeze on a spring day. Writing feels like the great 
peace one experiences during a Tibetan singing bow! meditation. 


o Writing comes easiest to me in... 
In my own language Zulu because | grew up using it to communicate 


al studio practice, it is: 


creative practice .... 


itive process that provides a form of structure to an abstract idea or artwork. Although this particular writing 
> to the viewer, it’s a way for me to work in collaboration with the medium by documenting its movements 
ne deepen my understanding and, in some way, although indistinguishable, is present within the artwork 


[ ANEESAH GIRIE ] 


“.. Working with fabric and glue is time-consuming 
and provides room for observation, experimentation 
and manipulation of the material, preserving each 
step of the process, sealing every little scratch, 
thread and fold. Not only does this function as a 
form of preservation but provides a different life and 
look, communication fragility and stability, softness 
and hardness, movement and stagnation.” 


“..1 interrogate how 
material(lity) can become a 
placeholder for one’s identity, 
history, perceptibility, meaning 
making and construction. My 
process is constantly 
changing, growing and 
adapting. The agency and 
adaptation of the materials 
guide my hands: the fabric 
would mould, adapt, hang on, 
and cling to surfaces. | allow 
room for play, chance and 
movement to have a hand in 
the making.” 


‘ DANN FARGO} [ FIRST TALLY CONCEPT SKETCH ] 
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The first rough sketch of tally’s | made a few years ago. 

| had experimented with the mark with various mediums, from simple black bic pens to 
heat sensitive ink. All of which really aided me in producing the works | make today. 
The tally marks here become their own woven texture, each standing alone and 
together, each instantly recognisable. Such an elegantly universal mark. 


[ THE PROCESS ON INSTANT REPLAY ] 


“..AS active matter, glue is 
incredibly sensitive to its 
environment. From the surface its 
placed on when wet to the object 
it will drape over once dry, the 
viscous white substance will 
always react.” 


Test shot: Creeping Replica (2020) 


“| began to realise that adhesives alone had the 
capacity to touch on uncommunicated events and 
their unseen figures through the inversion of its main 
material characteristic; to be silent and unknown. 
This, along with its ability to imitate the surface it's 
placed on, has led me to explore various possibilities 
of creating intentional impressions in the glue.” 


[ MOVING GLUE ] 


“..In terms of the materiality of ink, there is a myriad of ways this substance 
operates. But for my practice, I’ve chosen to invert its ability to restore and 
materialize knowledge and follow its disruptive qualities when placed in the glue. It 


very much negates all my intentions, which results in artworks that | never truly 
expect. 


This has fed my appetite for chaos theory, 
with elements of entropy, and in many 
ways has informed the way | view the 
world and its tiny cataclysmic events that 
happen below the threshold of 
perception.” 


Mob Media (2020) 


[ INK MOVEMENT VIDEO ] 


[ INFLUENCES ] 
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Alfredo Jaar’s Rwanda Project (2005) 


[ INFLUENCES ] 


[ ARTIST & VIEWER: CONVERSATION SNIPPETS ] 


Viewer: Who's under here? 

Artist: Stella, she’s bent forward. 
Viewer: /s this the same height as her? 
Artist: When she hangs her head, yes. 


Viewer: / see the tears. Nothing you can do hey? 
Artist: No, it’s the nature of the material at times. 


Viewer: /t does remind me of the statue of Mary a little bit. 

Artist: So, a religious icon? 

Viewer: Yeah, like when she’s holding Jesus in the manger. 

Artist: Would you say it’s Holy? 

Viewer: /n a way. Holy or ghostly, depending on what your predisposition is as a person. 


Viewer: They're all huddled together, like a family. 
Artist: Like a family. 


[GEMMA SHEPHERD] 


This work is a continuation. Not merely a weathering of 

the rock that waits and holds its inevitable change, but a complete 
transformation of its ecology - no longer existing in isolation, but part 
of a lineage - a changing, evolving entity, an intertwining of a life lost 
and a life unearthed. 


What is to give light needs to burn, the act of which is a liminal 
space in itself, a point of both being and becoming. 


The work was made physically but it lives in the metaphysical, the most ancient form of creation 
crossing over a threshold via the most modern medium - technology. 


Which asks the question, where does the essense of the work live? What happened to it during that 
transition from one realm to another? 


Does it live on the other side of a 3D scan, the rendering of an NFT? 


Or is it by going back to the archaic, the ancient, the primal, the mundane, that we find that divine 
otherness? 


A dual lineage - a pull in both directions, an expanding - a merging. 


| had to ask myself what happens when you endure the ‘obvious’ mystery hidden in timelines, me- 

diums and elements. These transitions we are all undergoing, individually but part of a collective - a 
family, a society, a humanity? It is in this uncomfortableness that our humanity sits, the materiality of 
which is the research. Nurturing, defining and refining intuition is the base on which transformations 


can occur. It is the work. Moreso than a physical sculpture. 


An inverting of empathy. 


An anti-linear healing. 


These were not the forms | intended to create at the start of this programme, | had welcomed in a 
shift without knowing what that may potentially change in my work visually. 


| spent hours working with my hands and clay - the epitome of an earthly medium - creating intricate 
forms and fragments representing a very physical and overt metaphor. A bodily lineage, DNA, bones, 
cartilage, an acknowledgement and honouring of a physical matriarchy | was stepping into. 


But that step was not linear, it brought in another - shifting my view of lineage being linear. Perhaps 
it is circular - celestial. Perhaps it shapeshifts, as malleable as the clay beneath my hands. And 
perhaps it is dual-natured, both physical and spiritual, expanding both forwards and backwards. | 
have spent recent months opening myself to transitional periods, deaths and births (and their spiral- 
ling impacts), throughout which | have been held by a lineage of those | have never met, but can feel 
undeniably. 


A co-living of all times, at the same time. 


Open with Preview 


How do we observe patience? 


Having made a collection of forms - a validation to myself that | can - | couldn’t look at them. They felt 
pretentious, too overt, too claiming of the term ‘art’. A denial on both a personal and universal level 
came in.There is an almost desperate desire for a new shape to exist, for technology to save us, dis- 


tract us from the liminal. 


When | sat quietly with myself, closing my eyes | couldn’t escape the vision of a cube. | needed to 
refine the forms, myself included. | needed to strip down to the essence, the most primal, the most 
pure. A returning home. 


Only by going through this dark night of the soul, the spiritual alchemy that unfolds, refining to my 
purest form, could another enter. 


It will allow a grace to enter. 


& that's why Allah can send a child like 
to you. 
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“T am The dreamer 
the dream 


In my memories, | lose myself in allthe things that make me who | am today. Closed eyes teleport raat) 
to illuminated landscapes. lam catapulted into a spectrum of metaphysical lives that are carefully 
woven together by things past and yet to come. | have met myself a thousand times over in different 
forms. Tasted worlds | have never known in this lifetime, through senses that are not my own. Within my 
journey | am reminded of the infinite possibilities that exist in the known and unknown. Each marker 


eventually mapped out through the creative expressions that flow from my hands onto the canvas. 


All that | am and all that | will be, has been. It has come before me and will continue to move in this 
world beyond my physical presence. As one ifetime follows another, it is in dreams that | stand at the 
intersection of memories, imagination and truth asking, “What is it to remember?” To experience the 
seen and unseen, to be the dreamer and the dream. The joy, passion, memories and knowledge of those 
who have come before exists within and around us. Re-imagining and re-inventing themselves, coming 
forth in the practices, past times and traditions that we engage with. Mary-Lou Williams once said, 
“I'm praying through my fingers when | play 

[piano].” 


[LAMB OF LEMILA] 


Are we not manifestations or continuations of moments, memories and circumstances moving with the tides of time? 
African cultures for centuries have expressed and encapsulated philosophies around ‘self ‘both communally and 
individually. The individual and collective self exist in tandem, | saw this in Yaa Gyasi’s novel Homegoing. | never met 


my maternal grandmother, she passed away two months after | was born, but we commune through song, dance, 


and my love for plants and nature. 


stetch Z 


The Bakongo recognize four realms of time: cosmic, natural, vital, 
and social time. 


FIGURE 21 
Cosmological Time: The Formation and Transformation of the Planet Earth 


ct. 
a, 


Lx 


M: Musoni Time (first stage, corresponding & the “big bang” era). 

K: Kala Time (sccomd stage, cra when biological life in its microscopic form 
became a reality). 

T:  Tukwla Time (third stage, cra when animals occurred on planct carth). 

L:  Luvemba Time (fourth stage, era when Maghuingw, ancestor of the human rac 
occurred on planet carth). 

UW: Upper World, the physical world. 

LW: Lower World, the spiritual world, abode of the ancestors. 

k:  Kalunga, the balancing plan-line of all encrgics. 


Time in The black experince- by Joseph K Adjaye 


Artwork etch for the Archetype 


“This is not a question of past lives but 
of who | am, beyond name, beyond 
face, beyond place. Philosophies on life 
about how metaphysical and physical 
are encoded within me knowingly and 


unknowingly.” 


4 G I think as African people we are inherently communal and that there is a part 
of our being that exists solely for the advancement of the community, to fix the 
community. We've all been skilled with different ways of healing each other, 
but we've been divorced from these parts of ourselves. We haven't been given 


the skill to harness, protext and develop those skills withing ourselves. 9 9 


G G The individual and the communal self exist simultaneously. 5 5 


Thank you to Chimwe and Lebo for the countless hours of conversation and exploration. 
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[ LERATO NTILI ] 


“.. within my topics that included hair spirituality was what came to play as 
| would link hair as an altar representing identification through hair 
signifying transmission of divine energy and inspiration from a higher 
being. The importance of what hair as a whole meant to me as a person.” 
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“...conversations bridging through my own experiences on bases of 
how skin plays a fundamental role through us as humans even though 
it is not put on a high pesastal, it comes with its own affects which 


contribute to different human emotions and aspects which | 
comment on.” 


[Sketches: Visualizing imagery display before capturing] 


In capturing my photographs, the first step is setting up my space, as | use a 
backdrop and studio lighting. Lighting is the most important within my methods 
as that makes and breaks the photograph, | carefully place my studio lighting in 
specific positions in order to have the perfect placement of light on the skin. 


| only take photographs at night, | have never taken any of my work during the day 
which is essential to me because any speck of unwanted daylight can ruin my 
process. Each step is necessary as the setup leads to the creation of my work. 


| create art because art grounds me and in that grounding | am able to produce 
and create. As an artist, art is a healing space that extends to intentions and 
meaning for my work. The art speaks not only for me but for the experience of 
viewers through the quality and interpretation of an artwork. 


The goal is to sustain substance and stay true to what message | want to put out, 
the importance of being able to create conversation through understanding what 


the eye is seeing. 


“Using the abject as 
means to display how 
the psychological 
trauma manifests at 
the site of the body.” 


“Pointure-practices ... 
can be read as empow- 
ering forms of pre- 
verbal, bodily driven 
self-expression; as 
means by which 

the protagonist ... 

can “give voice” to 
unspoken traumas and 
speak in the face of 
being silenced by 
nineteenth century 
patriarchal discourses.” 


L. Farber and 
A. Tully (2014) 


[NATALI DOWNING ] 
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Bulging, moving, 
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Sarie het by die wasbak gestaan en die hordes skottel- 
goed gewas. Dit was al donker buite en haar rug was 
moeg, haar voete seer. Die kuiergaste was saam met haar 
man in die ander kamer aan die lag. Dit was stil om haar 
in die koel kombuis. Sy skrop aan die yster pan waarin die 
aartappels gerooster was. Die aartappel krummels het 

vas gebrand en sy moes hard skrop. Die staalwol het haar 
rou vingers al begin seer maak. Haar vinger punte was al 
rooi. Sy wens sy kan net gaan sit. Sy wens net sy kon haar 
pajamas gaan aantrek en gaan le en Jasmyn en lemoen 
geurige room aan haar hande en voete smeer. Sy sit die 
pan eenkant op die skottelgoed raak en sy trek die prop 
uit die wasbak uit. Die water begin in die pyp afgly. Skielik 
voel sy ‘n trek aan haar hand. Sy probeer terugtrek maar 
dit help niks en woeps, daar gaan haar hand by die was- 
bak af. Saam met die water. En woeps, daar gaan die arm 
en haar bors. Toe sy weer haar oe cop maak toe is dit pik 
donker en haar hele lyf, haar hele self, gly by die pyp af. Sy 
is pap nat. Dit voel amper soos water wurm ry. Om ‘n dradi, 
skielik af, om nog ‘n draai en skielik loop die water vinniger 
en haar hart is in haar keel. En toe ploeps! sit sy gat en al 
‘n poel water. Sy kyk om haar en sien dan sy in ‘n grot sit. 
Dit lyk soos die Kango grotte wat sy as kind besoek het. Sy 
vee haar nat kuif vit haar oe uit en probeer opstaan maar 
sy gly en die water spat om haar. Die klanke van haar val 
eggo deur die grot. Sy druk haarself weer met haar arm 
op en kom toe gelukkig reg op. Sy vat wal en kyk om haar. 
Toe sy doodstil staan hoor sy ‘n gedruis van stemme. Sy kyk 
om en sien ‘n donker kol in die verte met ‘n groot flitsende 
neon ligte met ‘n pyl wat wys na buite. Dit lees ‘Die Land 
van Kokanje’. Sy begin stap in daai rigting. 


My ouma het baie in die nag gewerk. As jy nie kon slaap nie en in die 
middernagtelike ure wakker geword het, het jy haar gereeld in die 
kombuis gevind. Sy het dan haar Provitas met Oxo en gesnyde tama- 
ties met jou gedeel. Sy het voor die naaldwerk masjien gesit en vir ure 
lank gestik aan ander mense se klere. As sy by ons gekuier het dan het 
sy ons kombuis geskrop van kop tot tone diep in die nag. 


| wasn’t even ten years old. We were visiting family. All 
the cousins were there. We were on an unfamiliar plot 
with wide open fields of green grass. After dinner | was 
asked to wash the dishes. | was kind of surprised but 
without protesting | did what was asked of me. There 
was a window above the sink. While washing a bow! | 
looked up and out of the window. In the distance, on 
the beautiful green lawn the boys were playing with 

a ball. Laughing and shouting at each other. Enjoying 
themselves. And there was me, alone in the kitchen, 
doing a chore. It was then | think that | realised that | was 
different from boys. 


So ek wil hierdie goed uit my sisteem uit- 
kry, ek wild if oOgoo!l en ek wil die suur, stink 
goed ult my lyf en my lewe uitkry. Ek wil It 
daar sien le op die vloer en daarop trap en 
daarop spring en ek wil van bo af daarna 
kyk end It buite myself maak. Onder my. 
Beneath me. Ek wil strome en strome van 
die aakligheid uit kots. En dan wil ek weg 
stap. En as ek ooit weer daar aan dink wil 
ek dankbaar wees dat dit nie meer deel 
van my Is nie. 


Flower arrangements make me think of the pinnacle of 
being a housewife. The illusion that everything in your 
house is perfect. That you have done everything as ex- 
pected. That your home and all your tasks as a house- 
wife is complete and all tied up in a neat little bow. 


“The purge 
as a cleaning 
and purifying 

act. 
A getting-rid 
of these ideals 
from my body 


and sense ofp ay . 


identity.” 


An ORIFICE, An 
ORIFICE, An 
ORIFICE, An ORIFICE 
liquid, pouring 

from an ORIFICE. 
My body getting 
rid of the trauma. 
Expelling all the 
things that are 
unwanted, that are 
bad, black, gross, 
oozing, disgustful, 
decay, smouldering 
out from boiling, 
pouring extrude, 
fleshy, pinks, reds, 
lukewarm, tepid, 
slimy, soft, soongy, 
raw, bruised, hurt, 
look away, but 
seeing again, wet, 
gushing, limp, 
lumpy, running 
across a surface 


Lavish Western objects as an allegory 
for age-old patriarchal ideals 


[ PHOLILE HLONGWANE ] 


“| explore the intersecting themes of women and nature. | am fascinated by the forces of 
deterioration and sedimentation, using clay as a medium to explore vulnerability and reinforcement. 
Water is both a life source and a force of erosion, both in nature and in our lives: life started in water 


and fills the womb. Through my work | draw metaphorical links to the past and future lives of 
women mirrored in the beauty of cliff walls which are worn down by water. 


[ STUDIO ] 


My work brings eco-feminism to life by tracing the abundance and distribution of 
organisms in nature through the medium of clay. | show how patriarchy violates women 
and nature, showing the strength and fragility of women in a celebration of spiritual 
forces of life.” 
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WWwese topics. 


My work is informed by eco-feminist thought, 
celebrating women and tracing the abundance 
of organisms in nature. In my practice, I meditate 
on parallels and polarities, life grows inside 
of women’s wombs while water can threaten 
communities’ livelihoods. Iam especially drawn 
to the wide range of colours, organic shapes, 
rich texture and patterns that I find in the 
environment. 


I use materials that have a connection with the 
environment, currently focussing on clay. I love 
its suppleness, a medium that can be transformed 
into any shape. My work activates the manifold 
dimensions of clay: dead leaves, dust, rain and 
stones that have been ground into sand or mud. 
I constantly learn from nature, the never ending 
cycle of life and death. I hope that my ceramic 
sculptures become a statement of connectivity 
to earth that can be felt by the viewer. 


[ THEMBA MSIZA ] 


“| have dedicated a significant amount of my life and time towards the pursuit of 
being a visual artist. Like most of us visual artist, growing up | used to make 
drawing to fulfil a feeling, an unexplainable feeling that made me happy in the 


end.” 


[ REFERENCE ] 


Tonki diya poka 

Ko Boputa tswana Ditletse garona 

Di lebeleditse minwana. Pere diya busa 
Mara diya sinya 

Ke le Ngob'zen 

Lenna sho! Nkadi bolaya. 


Tonki diya puko ko Boputatswana 
Ditletse parliament 

Di supana ka menwana 

Pere diya busa 

Mara gwatswana 

Ke le Ngob'zen 

Lenna sho! nkadi bolaya.” 
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[ TSHEGOFATSO TLATSI ] 


“I never stick to any plan. My 
ideas always change. | always 
try to challenge myself and see 
what else | can do. Staying the 
same makes me nervous. I'll 
never realise it in the moment, 
but when I look back, I'll see it. 
I'll see the change and that’s 
what | want.” 


[ SKETCH ] 
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“| also burnt some of the drawings. That was extreme. | just felt like doing it and | did it. What 
does that mean? | just wanted to. | didn’t want to be polite to/ with the material. In some areas 


and moments, | felt that this was my way of surrendering to whatever - with fire, destroying 
the drawing, letting it burn but still stopping it.” 


Elena Fokina in Suspiria (2018) directed by Luca Guadagnino 
Available online at: www.imdb.com/title/tt1034415/mediaviewer/rm874 146560 


Irving Penn (1962) Francis Bacon, London. Platinum-palladium print 32.2 x 32.4 cm. 
Gift of The Irving Penn Foundation, 2021, © Condé Nast. 
Available online at: www.metmuseum.org/art/collection/search/7 14728 


never stick to any plan. My ideas always change. 
always try to challenge myself and see what else | 
can do. Staying the same makes me nervous. I'll never 


realise it in the moment, but when | look back, I'll see it. 


‘ll see the change and that's what | want. 


With this body of work, | wanted it to be different from 
what | previously did. In the beginning, | wanted to 
change my style completely but knowing what | know 


4 


now, | don't feel that way anymore or at least for now. 
What | tried to do this time was to build on what | know, 


what | had. | kept going back to works because | want 


f 


ed to improve them, get them to a point where | was 


happy with the work. The only time | feel/felt like | have 
reached that point is if I've done something | haven't 
done before i.e. burning. 


Before drawing, | stand in front of the canvas and just 
think about what | want see this time. In the first drawing 
| did, my figure was upside down - something I'd nev- 


f 


er done before - and | completed that drawing quite 


quick, or at least it felt quick. That made me nervous, 


f 


why was that so quick? That made me dislike the draw- 


ing, and other than the figure being upside down, what 


else was new? Where's the growth? And my mother 
mentioned that it looks too much like my old work. She's 


not an artist or anything but when she said that, | got 
really scared. 


That led to me creating the second drawing that looked 
completely different from anything I've ever done. The 
approach was different. The composition/positioning 
of the figure was different. This is also where | found the 
idea to use folds. Working on the floor and all, I'd see 


these folds but quickly correct them because | wanted 
my canvas to be flat - but this time | chose fo incor 
porate it into the process, the drawing and to create 


some sort of a relationship between the two as well as 
explore and showcase the qualities of the material. 


This also gave me the opportunity fo incorporate stitch- 
ing into the works. Something | only ever did once in a 
previous drawing, and | really enjoyed that moment/ 
process. | used stitching to hold some of the folds. 


didn't use stitching in the last body of work. 


also burnt some of the drawings. That was extreme. 
just felt like doing it and | did it. What does that mean? 
just wanted to. | didn’t want to be polite to, or with, the 


material. In some areas and moments, | felt that this was 


my way of surrendering to whatever - with fire, destroy- 


ing the drawing, letting it burn but still stopping it. 


enjoy these moments in the process, where something 


finally clicks and | get the rush to just get up and do it. 


n the beginning, I'd struggle. I'd be in my head about 
what to do, how to do it, should 1¢ Shouldn't l@ Can 


2 Just questioning myself and my ability and where | 
fit in. Until | decide to just let go and create. Just make. 
Just be in the moment and make something. Throwing 


+ 


hings around/on top of each other so as to see what 


happens, taking a chance in some moments. Pouring 


ink over the canvas with my eyes closed. Being playtul, 


being aggressive but still being caretul. Listening to a lot 
of music. That also plays a role in my process. 


| enjoy aggressively working with the material, almost 
destroying it with the ripping and cutting and staining 
and burning, it almost feels like the destruction of self. 
I'm interested in the idea of something coming out of 
chaos, destruction, the idea of death and rebirth. These 


are issues that | feel like | can strongly relate to or un- 
f 


derstand to some extent. Having to tind beauty in dark 


moments or be able to express yourself. 


| don't find pleasure in pain. | don't like going through 
paintul events but personally, | found that going through 
all of that was for a reason and that | can make some- 
thing out of that instead of letting it eat me up on the 
inside, | can pull it out and let it eat the canvas. 
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A still from The debris of (our) dreams (2022) 


_ A parting gift (2022) plaster etching 
broken for the making of the video 
artwork entitled The debris of (our) 
dreams (2022) 


a Every place we visited will remem- 
_ ber us (will you?) (2022) plaster 

_ etching broken for the making of 

_ the video artwork entitled The de- 
bris of (our) dreams (2022) 


Preparatory sketch for The stain of shadows 
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Every place we visited will remember us (will you?) 


The dewdrops grew dense upon the trees. 

The leaves hearkened unto gravity. 

The branches became cenotaphs, and 

cenotaphs became every place that once held us. 

A tomb planted for a love that went missing. 

We gave into winter's thieving hand. 

Beloved, 

sometimes we hand ourselves over to fate too easily. 
If only we had waged war against the season. 

If only we had sewn every fallen leaf back onto every branch 
and undid Winter's glacial heart 

by haunting it with the warmth of love 


But we had cake instead, 


and I lost the sight of you to a funereal Sunday. 


-Tumelo Mtimkhulu 


Preparatory sketch of ‘I hope you are not too far 
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gone 
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A parting gift 


Tonight, 

There are clouds woven to a grey thickness above me, 
They veil your namesakes and a Moon with horns. 
Tonight, 

I am ready to receive the grief of love's departure, receive it 
as a city receives an unholy flood, 

one that promises not the shores of a newer world, only 
the death of this one. 

I shall build no ark, 

I shall mourn 

And still carry the memory of our love into all worlds- forgotten 
and unborn. 

My doors and windows will yawn 


in surrender. 


In a separation 
made concrete by the deadness of speech between us, 
no grief will cleanse me of you. 
As our would-be tomorrow dies in the shadows of closed mouths; 
May grief be the last thing we share. 
May this grief at least be the last thing we share. 


-Tumelo Mtimkhulu 
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TAF UNEARTHED WRITING workshop 10 March at Bag,Factory, Johannesburg 


TAF 


National 
Arts Council NN A 


an Agency of the Department of Sport, Arts & Culture 
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